CHAPTER XH

ROTTEN  ROW

WITH a headache and a sense of restlessness, hopeful
and unhappy, Shelton mounted his hack next morning
for a gallop in the Park.

In the sky was mingled all the languor and the
violence of the spring. The trees and flowers wore
an awakened look in the gleams of light that came
stealing down from behind the purple of the clouds.
The air was rain-washed, and the passers-by seemed to
wear an air of tranquil carelessness, as if anxiety were
paralysed by the irresponsibility of the firmament.

Thronged by riders, the Row was all astir.

Near to Hyde Park Corner a figure by the rails caught
Shelton's eye. Straight and thin, one shoulder humped
a little, as if its owner were reflecting, clothed in
a frock-coat and a brown felt hat pinched up in lawless
fashion, this figure was so detached from its surround-
ings that it would have been noticeable anywhere. It
belonged to Ferrand, obviously waiting till it was time
to breakfast with his patron. Shelton found pleasure
in thus observing him unseen, and sat quietly on his
horse, hidden behind a tree.

It was just at that spot where riders, unable to get
further, are for ever wheeling their horses for another
turn; and there Ferrand, the bird of passage, with his
head a little to one side, watched them cantering, trot-
ting, wheeling up and down.

Three men walking along the rails were snatching
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